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CHAPTEE IV.
ALL the time Buddhi-Mati was at work for her husband^ she was thinking of him and looking forward to the happy day of his return home. She ha^. such faith in him that she did not for a moment doubt that he would escape; but she was anxious about the future, feeling sure that the Raja would never forgive Dhairya-Sila for being wiser than himself. Exactly at the time fixed the faithful wife appeared at the foot of the tower, with all the things she had been told to bring with her.
" Is all well with my lord ? " she whispered, as she gazed up through the darkness. "I have the silken thread as fine as gossamer, the cotton thread, the twine, the rope, the beetle and the honey."
"Yes," answered Dhairya-Sila, "all is still well with me. I have slept well, feeling confident that my dear one would bring all that is needed for my safety; but I dread the great heat of another day, and we must lose no time in getting away from this terrible tower. Now attend most carefully to all I bid you do ; and remember not to speak loud, or the sentries posted within hearing will take alarm and drive you away. First of all, tie the end of the silken thread round the middle of the beetle, leaving aH its legs quite free. Then rub the drop of honey on its nose, and put the little creature on the wall, with its nose turned upwards towards 'me. It will smell the honey, but will not guess that ifr carries it itself, and it will crawl upwards in the hope of getting to the hive